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MIDDLEMEN.
T the American Museum of Natural
History there is an exhibition which

evervbody should know about. It
tells in concrete form the story of
how little the producer gets of what
the consumer pays and how succes-
sive middlemen receive more than
the laborers who do the work, the
capitalists who furnish the employ-
ment and the farmers and miners
who produce the raw material.
The Child Labor Committee, the
Consumers’ League and the College
Settlements Association arranged an
exhibition of life and labor in the
tenement house. There are mwodels
and photographs showing how fam-
ilies live in two rooms and take
in boarders, and how thz fathers,
miothers, children and boarders
work together making clothing.
One of the exhibits shows a
baby's dress which cost fourteen
cents for labor, twenty cents for
material and sold at a fine shop for
$2.50. Shirts which retail at $1.50
represented a payment for labor and
" cost of less than farty cents. Dresses which sold on Fifth avenue for 85
apiece paid only twenty cents to the women and children who sewed
them. |
Many of the visitors were shocked at these great discrepancies
between cost and value and at the pictures of the labor which pro-
duced them. :
The exhibition would be of even more educational value were its
scope wider. There should be a minature oil well and a photograph of |
men drilling it, risking their lives to blow It with dynamite, laboring
night and day to keep pumps going and the supply of petroleum flowing. |
For their labor, their capital and risking their lives they receive
one and a half cents a gallon. The Standard Oil Company takes
this petroleum and sells the naphtha, gasoline, paraffine and other by-
products for more than the whole original cost and the transportation
and the refining, and then charges eleven cents a gallon for the kerosene.
The producer gets one-tenth of what the consumer pays.
Another picture should be a dairy farm where the wife gets up by
famplight to have hreakfast ready before sunrise, and the farmer begins
milking at 4 o'clock to be at the station with his filled cans befare the
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“Pay-As-You-LEnter.”

By Maurice Ketten.
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milk train comes. He has invested in his farm and cows an average of
$300 capital to each cow. He works hard and long hours. For his
milk he averages less than three cents a quart and the consumer in New
York pays elght cents.

The frult raiser spends his winter spraying and pruming his trees

)

This Will Show You That a Man Can*t Talk About Woman’s Dress

Without Chirping Like a Street Car ‘‘Ad.”” or Being Foolish

By Roy L. McCardell.

“That's just like a man! A woman imagines when upon a rare occasion &8 man
does notice her dress that he {8 golng to compliment her on {t, but he isn't;

Tuesday, March 24, 1908.
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The Greatcst of Short Story Writers.
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The Count and Wedding Guest.

Stories

:
|
:

(From ‘‘The Trimmed Lamp, by O.
Henry.) |
(Copyrighted. 1%07, by MecClure, Phil- |
lips & Co.) |
NE evening when Andy Donovan
‘ , went to dinner at his Second

avenue bhoarding-house, Mra,
Scott {ntroduce! him to a new boarder,
a young lady, Miss Conway Miss Con.
way was small and unobtrusive.

Two weeks later Andy was sitting
on the front steps enjoyving hls cgar |
There was a soft rustle behind and
above him, and Andy turned his head
—and had his head turned.

Just coming out the door was Miss
Conway. She wore a night-black dress
of crepe do—crepe de—oh, this thin
black goods. IHer hat was black, and
from it drooped and fluttersd an ebon

vel!, ilmy as a spiders webh. She stood
on the top step and drew on black sllk
gloves,

Mr. Donovan suddenly reinseribed

Miss Conway upon the tabiets of Lis
cons:deration

“Its a flne, clear evening, Miss Con- |
way.'"" he sala, |

*To them that has the heart to enjoy
ft it {s, Mr. Donovan,' safd Miss Con- |
way with a sigh

“I hope none of your relatives—I hopes

! van,

“Hoa gave me this tha night he left
for Italy,” sald Miss Conway. “I had
the one for the locket made from this*

“A fine-looking man,” sald Mr. Dono-
heartlly. “How would It sult you,
Miss Conway, to give me the pleasure
of your company to Coney next Sunday
wfternoon '

A month later they announced thelr
ensmigemient to Mra. Scott and the other
bowrders Miss Conway contlnued to
wear black.

A Week after the announcement the
tWo st on the same bench in the downe
town oark, wihlle the flutterng leaves
of the trees made a dim kaleldoscoplo
picture of them in the mo nlight. Butg
Donovan had worn a look of abstracted
gioom all day. He wus so silent to-

akshit that lves lps could not keop
back any longer the questions that
1\-*.‘-‘ & heart propounded.
. “Wlat's the matter, Andy, you are
0. S0l ichy

mn and gr
I'll tel!

to-night 7"
sald Andy wise-
‘S$ you won't understand
You've heard of Mike Sulll-

you? “Big Mike Sullivan,
uis him.'
’ aven't,'' sald Maggle,
I don't war I he

ut to,
Who is he?"

't%ig.lest Man in New York !"*

yoeu, then,™

I Ku

“And

1 Hidhes you act
Ko thls,

you haven't ained a loss?" ven- | He's the t o v
tured Mr. Donovan | sadd A o skestman in New York,”
tu 1 M? { | i ady, almost rever . . an
“Deathh has claimed,” =ald Miss Con- ! at do anyvtidng ot d =0
e ah reintiven ButTonellx PUnR e wants to with
wa noet a relative, but one ol any other old toing In the
whe intrude my grief |1 lcad lin He's a mile tigh and ae
| le
upon ¥ 48 Last River. You say anything
“Intrude?”’ pro t Mike, and you'l have g
“Why, say. Miss Your cokarbone in wbout

lighted, that is, I'd be sorry
sure nobody could s

ier than I would "
The Fair Mourner.

Miss Conway

He had passed her t pepper twl
at the table

“It's tough to be alone in New York
—that's a ¢ sald Mr. Donovan
“But, say—w! v this little old town
does lovosen L g0es
the lmit., Say you sr

in the park, Miss Conway-—don’
think 1t mi
vonr mullyar

‘nase  away  soi
And if you'd allow|

ubs?
me''——

Ihanks easad |

Mr. Donovan, 1I'd be p

f yo ink the
of one whose cal tiiled

anyways augrecable

Our esd

to ¢
con nl
with g'oom could be
to you'
Tnrough the open gates o
ratled, old, downtown park, whe

?f the

{ron- |
re the |

w made a vialt
untry awnile baci,
HIZS 0ok to their holes like

‘ig Mike's a friend of mine. b 4
i than deuce high in the dle-
t 4S8 Iar as influence goes, but Mike's
f“ A\‘ & Irlend to a iittle man or a
PUUT ndan s he is to g Lig one. 1 meg
o the Bowery, and whag

He dues?  Comes up and
Andy," says he, ‘I've
48es on you. You've beea
t suiiie good licks over on youp
i \' «\x: el and ' proud of you,
HAted YUL Llake 10 drink?” He takes

ping

4 vigar and 1 take a hignball, | told
o n; \\u\:' _L,;llf‘bi o get married in two
L S fAndy,' says he, 'send me an in-
1“ on, so ¢ Keepoan mind of it, and

* o the wedding.' That's what

{ S4¥s 10 me, and he al 'aye
1o what he says, "
“You don't underst;
I n stand g, )
I'a’ have one of n el o

LHnUs cut off to
LAt our wedding,
broudes: day of my
U 4 man's wed-
) LK marrled that's
L o Now, than's why I'm
maybe Jooking sore to-night.""

A Mystery.
Wiy dor

ave Big Mike Sullive !
It would be tie
life Wihen

made for iy
dlaae ol dlie

his spring and summer in cultivating and fertilizing them, his fall he's going to say ‘You're too fat!' Talk of women aaying meam things. If & oot once took the alr, they strolied, | ‘t you Invite him, then, 8
in g'athcring, PQCkinQ' and Ship— 73 & tlie name of goodness, what's that thing?' asked m‘u.x. can't .h:n: you are gotting old he telis. you you are getting fat!" and found a qulet bench. i ‘8 80 much to the mustard?* '
< Mr. Jarr as he regurded Mrg. Jarr's neckdressing I didn't tell you anything of the kind,” satd Mr. Jarr, “but I should think ) o 1 Maggi said Andy, presently, “go
ph'lg fruit. After pa_ving for the C;} with surprise and awe : that would be a Yetter style for a woman with a skinmy neck; you have a pretty | He Was M)’ rlance ! {¥od LK as much of me ag )'u'u ad
1 “That's a Nag 20l at' LU i — ery etty neck.' " ;i 2, confided Miss | s YO A e 3
mml' the frelght and the commis- ‘ l‘u.tb a Nuzimova coliar, that's all,” sald Mrs. Jarr, |RecKk—a very pretty neck ) ) | “He was my fnnce” uided b You did of the Count Mage
5 CETN- Ye Phis helped some, but Mrs. Jarr wasn't wholly mollifled. ““And even {f [ am | Conway at the end of an Lour S
slon man, he receives about one- “Ou, that's all, 18 4t? asked Mr. Jarr. “Well, it I wore & Nttle plump, she said, “the Nazimova collar is to take away that effect and | were going to be married next spros te walted a long tme, but Maggle
ﬂﬂl‘d of a cent for an applc which anything llke that you wouldn't s4y ‘That's all!'" glve an air of gracefulness to the neck and make one carry one's chin poised |I don't want you to think that I am | did not reply, And then, suddenly, she
“I don't sesa why you Interest vourself so enuch in what |Dicely” stringing you, Mr. Doaovaa, but helleaned against his shoulder and b'em
ﬂ” street pCdCI]CI’S sell at two for I wear, after 1 get it. You i ippear to be interestea "On, 1t's all right,” sald Mr. Jarr hastily. was a real Count 2 nad an '-"'J'“] O ery—io cry and shake with aobe,.
ﬁVC cents in my getting anything new,” said Mrs. Jarr. LIt 18 to glve one the effect of snakiness,'” oomtinued Mrs. Jarr. “Nazimova In land a castle 'n ltaly. Connt 'ernandoiold s arm tightly, and wetting
J f— “And that's new, 18 {12 asked Mr. Jarr “The (‘omet' dressed the styvle extreme, as if to impersonate a cobra. It was Mazzinl was his name. never gaw i pe de Chine with tears.
The truckman is lucky to get lL “Not so very new,' sald Mrs. Jair. It used to be | slartling' the beat of him ior elexunce. Iapa| “There, there, there!" soothed Andy,
0 | called the Bernhardt collar, and it has been in some tima, | ‘Looks giraffey to me,” sald Mr. J “And why should w y lobjected, of course, ani once  We|putting aside i ! ubl A
e ; ; t h en in some time, [} 3 ne,'” sald Mr. Jarr. “"And why should women want to dress 9! 3 : his own wouble,
two cents a head for lettuce and Lo ' but only extreme dressers wore them; but now they are ®naky? If you told one she was a snake she'd get mad.” eloped, but papa cveiook us, cuod l“-'l- what Is it, now?” Apd
‘Oﬂy cents a bushel for I‘N’)tﬂt“CS. (J l CHE tiing, especially if you have the Nazimova ocuffs, as “Yes, and she'd get mad !f yvou told her she was a cat or anything else un- |US back. 1 thought sure ""“" and Fe UAndy.” subbed Maggie. “I've Med
” . f— - | this dress has. But to wear a ready made Nazimova collar, while they are pleasant' sald Mrs. Jarr. '‘However, I'm your wife and you can say anything nando would fight « dual Japa s &lto you and you'il never marry
, Vo i _ > ] T ] J ) ) { 5 e b e ) 1 Ve y me, op
The canning factories are now mak l’r 1] very hecoming to s 1 - ree, why mean to me vou like! And I thought you'd be pleased to sea me in my new ‘11\"_}' business—in 1 l...;»..!_. \n:.x k love me any more. But 1 feel that I've
Ing thelr tomato contracts at $8 a e | "Why, you wouldn't wear ‘em, you were golng to say?’ added Mr. Jarr. |dress; everylody savs It's very becoming!” ”‘P'“"‘l;' panpa """.wl"";‘”r“;';l' S IAUE W tell Andy. there sever was 80
. [ 1| “Taey o drritate o (3 # ear, and one gown made in that style ls “But vou can’'t turn your head to look after anybody without turning your |8nd said we might be inarri HEXtiuch as the little finger of a count. I
ton, and the farmers who have kept L {| enough, without wearing the ready mads collars” explained Mrs. Jarr. "“Of|whole body around,” faltered Mr. Jarr. epring. Fernando showel h'm DIUo™ | iever td a beau in my life. Bu
. I . e e i .t 2 ‘ ¢ his title and wealth, and then we ’ t all
cabbage over the winter are trying [ course, when I lLad this new crepe de Chine made, Mra. Kittingly and Mra, | Do I wear a dress to make It easy to turn my head to look after people in | ' O o vo Eat the! Chelio 1xed UDilannie ior @08 Aad; aod ithey | talied
to get £6 a ton r Stryver bath begmed me to have it made with Nazimova collars and slecves, | the strects?" asked Mrs. Jarr. I leave that for the men to do." over to llia.\ 10 ge i l.d. t.-l;uh " \\'ln-.: about ‘em; and that seemed to make
g * F See how tight they fit" | “They'!l certainly do it If you wear that dress,' sald Mr. Jarr softly |h.,r ua l"'..'“: \1(?\ 'I-H:-: 'm -we..-v« n the fellows like ‘em more. And, Andy,
Two-thirds of the PL‘(‘NC of f ‘ “Aren't you atrald of choking yourself? asked Mr. Jarr. “And don't you This information did not seem to be wholly Alspleasing to Mrs. Jarr, nnd|}"‘m"nd” “:”“‘:' [ oo ._“‘;“‘_m”,,: l. ok swell in black—you know I de.
- YR u « i CARRa 9 theusand dollars for iy (Fuusse } S0 1 went out to & photograph store

the United States are working hard
producing things to eat and to
wear. Half of the other third are
working hard in transporting these
things from one neighborhood to
the other.

Yet the people who produce
nothing, but who merely act as
mediums of exchange and distribu-
tion between producers and con-
sumers, get as much for them-
selves as all the others put together,

Letters from

Smoking Cars for
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Sahway. elght cor,
To the Editor of The Evening World ‘-.,
Since I 1 1 to this ' e - g
$ noved ) 11 S | 1 Bos | ar Sma s (w T AL f all wor
v ey , Fe ft 3
ton some ne ago, I en notlced | ing hovs) recaly the regular d
tue poor zervice glven subhway and !l
R ) . 1 ind ! the senlor organizatio ) LW < |
1."" patrons The rear car of every | the cominng r.oand als ave the fres
eubwav an ) DL s | Yy | ) - o ot ‘
y and L t n u 18| use of tha armory two or three speci-

glven up t6 the men as A smok

and I am su:

g8 car | fled evenlngs it weok The whoy FOT

it “r““il .:‘-1 " .x‘ ! .(‘. v -':'. set8 | T belleve, will crowd the armories and
e io : s s 8 Hd fglve the voung men a military trals
here What do other readers think |and when the country calls for
about (17 D. A, WATSON T = e .
Servies Endeg March 11, who has mi

To the KAl f The Evening W 1 3 making A

Kindly Inform me whet ) n W s
plea of the Opera N o thare being .
jlast number whi 1 A s N 4 sod r tha pur .
Monizert's Blixir of Love"). which  ¢3f from you on this M 1
appeared In Tihe Evening Wor'd of March 17, 1800,
March 14 FoL. IR To the Bitor - e

For “Junior"” Guardsmen, | Mow ma Y WAS \ s

o the Editor of The FBvantng World Hotel M. (

In refer e 1 @ 1nf 4 Mould Suve His Mother,
New Yurk - o,
following plan W : o ‘ Sp
Nheans { ¢ \ . S . ) L
passed making
gatszations mn . L EavE Mk B

corpe should Lo comgw x\'l o yuu . she {8 ‘m;’m' 1o the C
y 13 deareat t . A IAnh can have
‘Detweon the ages of ffteen and by one mother IRVING,

| hands

“What of
lonk whiter
sea lots of
‘ lder tl

“I am not

T
1 84

Of oourse

asked Mrs. Jarr,
1

I

women olaer than

an me.’
“But don't you thnink von a
nf collar?” asked Mr, Jarr

getting any stout

e

=)

Nazimova—oh,

“An Impaired clrculation makes one's
hought tha style too pronounced for me
1 am wearing the

But
very much

fust a little too—ahem'!—plump for that styls

And don't you say I am!" flashed Mrs. Jarr.

she repllied mildly that ¥ men chose to look after her she couldn’t help it,

‘Wall” sald Mr. Jarr, “if it sults you it sulls me;
man or women won't dress sensibly. How can anybody be so foollsh as to put
anything around thelr necks like that?"

Then Mr Jarr. who was dressing to go out with his good lady, proceeded
tn array himself in a high white collar the points of which stuck up In his
douhta ohin unt!! He had 4o spend the evening with his head up in the alr llke a
horsae galled with a check-rein,

Juvenile Courtship <

g LOVE'S YOUNG DREAM

¢ ByF.G. Long

IN DARKTOWN. i

SPRING

PMAKE |

TI0US

TIME OB
TEAH
Di/ WE /7()/
OTTINLY

SCRUM P-)\
picTuAn!|
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IT AM P 70 YOU. 5
015 Ar PE Ry
GLORIOUS

77

{ THKE YOUR?
| PHOTO GRAPH!

) GROUP.)

DIs AM A FLORTOGKAFT OB TWO PUSSONS,
AH'D HAB Tou UN’ER~ j
STAN'! DON'T Tou
TRY TER
LOOK To00
GALUPTIOUS.
Dis Am
GWINE
TER
BEA

{Kﬁt‘P QuIFT/
KEEP QUIET;

————
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GUESS YouLL HHE TERSCUSE ) [ YOH'S A CHEAP IFTY CENTS
ME! AHS UNDAKH fg;:,—,'g LOBSTAN-FAN’, d leg?,
MISAPPRECIATION Y~ s LN EE VN

DAT DEJ o no ™ ST comE

ER FRES-
ENT 08B
VE

only T oan't see why

| “I'm Awful Sorry !"

- | belleve you to be a true friend."
long and with ¢

| called him down something owful. He
wouldn't even let .ae take ring or
any presents from him. And when Fer-

nando sailded 1 came to the cily and
got a position as ceshier in & candy
store,

“Tnree days ago I got a letter from
Italy, forwarded from P'kipsas, suving
that Fernando had been killed In a gon-
dola accdent.

“Phat 18 why I am in mourning. My
heart, Mr. Donovan will remalin for-
ever in his grave. I guess 1 am poot
company, Mr. Donovan, but I ecannot
take any interest in no one. I should
not care to keep you from gayety and
your friends who can smile and enter-
tain you. Perhaps you would prefer Lo
| walk back to the house?"’

sorry,’”’ sald Mr. Dono-
‘*No, we won't walk back
And don't say

| “I'm awful
| van, gently,

| to the house just yet.
| vou haven't no friends fn this city,

Migs Conway. I'm awful wmorry, and
|1 want you to belleve I'm your friend,
} and that I'm awful sorry.”

“I've got his plcture here in my
[locket,” sald Miss Conway, after wip-
{ing her eyes with her handkerchief.
f"l never showed it to anybody; but 1
[ will to you, Mr. Donovan, because I

| Mr. Donovan gazed

| much Interest at the photograph in tte
!lncket that Miss Conway opened Yor;
him. The face of (ount Mazzinl was
| one to command interest. It was a
|nmnnth. intelligent, bright, almosat a
handsome face—the face of A slrong,
:n!werrul man who might well be a
| lender among his fellows.

| "1 have a larger one, tramed, In my
| room,"” said Miss Conway. “When we
| return I will show you that., They are
all 1 have to remind me of Fernando
But he ever will be present in my
| heart, that's a sura thing.”

|  Before they parisd in the hall tha!
she ran upstalrs and brough!
down the framed photograpl Wi

lovingly In & white silk scarf. A
| Donovan surveyed it with Inscrutablo
wes.

oveulng

oukht that picture, and had a ltde
une made for my locket, and made up
that story about the Count, and
about e belng kllled, so I could weap
black., And nobody can love a llar, and
you'll shake me, Andy, and I'll die foe
shaune.  Oh, there never was angybodg
[ llked but you-——and that's all.*

Cofiession.

But instead of belng pushed awas,
found Andy's arm folding bef

Ul

she

cluser. Bhe looked up and saw his face
cleared and smiling.

“Could you-—could you forgive ma,
Andy?"

“Sure,” sald Andy. “It's all vighd
about that. Back to the cemetery fSo@
the Count. You've stralghtened everys

uwing out, Maggle. I was in hopes you
would before the wedding day. Bulp
girl!"”

“Andy,” sald Maggle, with & some»
what sly smile, after she had been thes
oughly assured of forgiveness, did yow
belleve all that stdry ebout the Count?™

“Well, not to any large extent,” said
Andy, reaching for his cigar case; "‘bes
cause it's Big Mike Sulllvan's ploture
you've got !n that locket of yours."

Another O. Henry 8tory To-morrovs

A Glimpse of Faradise. |

By Cora M. W. Greenleaf.
I While gaz!ing in my aweetheast's |

eyes. i
}'or onn brief moment ahone on o—
I'hat perfect joy that ne’er can »é
jut now 1 know and realize
The perfect love that poets priwe
No matter now what clouds aries,
No matter what before me lles,
prise

Ul ever more ablde with me

CAUGHT a glimpse of Paradim
‘The light of neither ‘“land or sea™
In stern life's sad reality.
nd slng of in thelr ecstasy.

hat swift, shy look of sweet sur-
fhro' time and all eternity.




